'You're going to kill me, aren't you?5 asked Laurenz,
in a calm voice
'Yes, Colonel/ replied Makeev quietly
The wind raged round the two men The carnage
was approaching the outskirts of the town Mingling
with the howling of the wind, they could already hear
Urga's nocturnal orchestra the barking of the cannibal
dogs
Laurenz remembered a journey to Harbin A crowd in
a teashop had cheered him He had raised his glass and
said 'Gentlemen, in a month we shall all be meeting in
Moscow t' He would never see Moscow again
'Captain/ he said, ewill you take my signet-ring and
give it to Lieutenant Issak? He knows my family He
may live longer than myself If so, ask him to hand the
ring over to them Will you help me to take it ofP I can't
move my arms"
Makeev tugged at the ring It was embedded in the
colonel's finger, whose joints were swollen with age and
rheumatism
51 was only twenty when I first wore it,' said the
colonel, with a crooked smile, as though by way of excus-
ing himself He added
'You told me one day that you liked my revolver I'll
give it to you '
Makeev said to himself that the revolver had not
brought Laurenz much luck He found the thought un-
pleasant He glanced at his companion furtively The
colonel was looking at him oddly Did he imagine that
Makeev had agreed to kill him in order to get his re-
volver? The captain coughed and tried to smile
A series of strange sounds upset him still more With-
out taking his eyes off him, Laurenz was laughing It was
quite an ordinary laugh, and Makeev was astonished that
at first he had not understood it A little later he heard
himself laughing too He fancied he saw the colonel wink
at him, and he laughed again for all he was worth They
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